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Adolphe Meumer, the poet, laying his hand
on his shoulder said :

" Everything going well, Romilly ?"

a How are you getting on yourself, Meunler ?
Always rolling the rock of Sisyphus. That would
be nothing, but success does not depend on us
alone. If the play is bad and falls flat, all that
we have put into it, our work, our talent, a bit
of our own life, collapses with It. And the number
of * frosts' I've seen ! How often the play has
fallen under me like an old hack, and has chucked
me into the gutter! Ah,, if one were punished
only for one's own sins ! **

" My dear Romilly," replied Meunier sharply,
a do you imagine that the fate of dramatic authors
like myself does not depend as much upon the
actors as upon ourselves ? Do you think it never
happens that actors, by their carelessness or clumsi-
ness, ruin a work which was meant to reach the
heights ? And do not we also,, like Coat's legionary*
become seized with dismay and anguish at the thought
that our fate is not assured by our own valour,, but
that it depends on those who fight beside us ? **

K Such is life," observed Ccmstantin Marc, " In
every undertaking, everywhere and always,, we pay
for the faults of others,"

" That is only too true/* resumed Meutxier, who
had just seen his lyric clramaj Randolphs ft